EXTREMES MEET

" Oh god, let the damned thing ring, Roger/' she
murmured petulantly.

But the noise snarled between her and him like an
angry little dog. He must silence it; and he took off the
receiver,

"Yes, this is Mrs Radcliffe's room. Yes, it's me
speaking."

And then (from the world of reality or the world of
fancy ?) the voice of Crowder answered :

" Keats is here, and he says he has something important
to tell you."

" I'll come along at once. You're getting on with that
report, I hope ? I want it finished by the time I get back,
don't forget"

An injured voice spoke of having been typing steadily
for the last hour and a half.

" Thus, my dear Georgie," said Waterlow, hanging up
the receiver and ringing off, " does the sweet little cherub
aloft look out for the morals of poor Jack."

" You're not really going to leave me ? " she gasped.

" I'm not my own master in these times. I must go at
once," he insisted abruptly, almost angrily.

" But it's still quite early," she expostulated. " You
can come back, can't you ? Or is it a woman ? "

He laughed.

" Now, should I have accepted your delightful in^
vitation to dinner, my dear child, with such an assignation
hanging over my head ? "

" Well, you will come back presently ? "

" No, no, it may be midnight before I'm through
with my evening's work. Look here, I must go,
really."
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